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THE COLOURS 

f TO! friends— the rainbow-bom I 

Experienced of Heaven, 
The signals of the Summer dusk, 
The bright, elusive seven ! 

The cloak of twilight hills, 

The dome of midnight's splendour. 
The sorcery of summer seas, 

And Spring's revealment tender. 

The torches lit by frost, 
The Southern Isles' fruition, 

The shifting mystery of flame. 
Are all in your tuition. 
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To you the spirit cries, 
By you the pulse is shaken ; 

You storm the citadel of sense 
And thought is captive taken. 

Ho! friends— the rainbow-born! 

Experienced of Heaven, 
The signals of the Summer dusk, 

The bright, elusive seven ! 



SONG 

IN golden Spain I learned to love; 

To iron England then I came. 
And, lost within the weary crowd, 
I seldom speak that Southern name. 

Oh Araceli, Heaven's high place ! 

Too dull I've grown for names like 
these. 
Yet oft I see Sevilla's courts, 

And oft 1 smell the orange-trees. 



FOUR NAMES 

pOUR names arc conjurors of Fate, 

Their syllables are set 
To tune of Stella, Rosamund, 
Helen and Margaret. 

My fancy, freer far than love, 

Is set to Summer's tune, 
1 dream of Rosamund, a rose, 

In all the blue of June. 

And Helen's name is light. I seek 

Till hope itself is old, 
The secret of the shifting flame 

Which lures yet leaves me cold. 



Oh, mystic face of Margaret I 
Oh, pearl of Southern deeps ! 

My ardour dies before your calm, 
My wanton fancy sleeps. 

And Stella! far beyond my fears, 

Beyond my fevers far, 
The cold companion of the night, 

Serene, unchanged; a star! 

Oh symbols of my shining dreams! 

All rapture in a name! 
All beauty, all desire : a star» 

A rose, a pearl, a flame. 



A LIFETIME 

A MONTH ago began my life, 
*^ And yesternight I died. 

I know what time can hide 

Of bliss, of agony, of strife. 

A month ago I heard them tell 

Your name, till then unknown, 
Alas 1 the month has flown. 

Last night we said farewelL 
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TWO JOURNEYS 

npOWARD lovethedragging horses' feet 
* Toiled on ; the fields were white ; 

On either side the naked trees, 

A menace 'midst the night. 
And so, unto the noisome town, 

'Mid evils and alarms. 
To where, awaiting eagerly. 

My love held out his arms. 

Toward death I flew through flaming 

woods. 

Gold sun and scarlet trees ; 

The world a bubble, blown for joy. 
And tossed to Autumn's breeze. 

The horses' hoofs rang cheerily 

As gayly on we sped. 
Through all the pomp of red and gold. 

To where my love lay dead. 



THE FUGITIVE 

T IFE, they said, was a lesson, 
*-* Work was what all must seek, 

Peace was sent to the patient, 

Joy, alone to the meek. 

But the echo of all they said went by, 
Above there beckoned the laughing sky. 
The great Sun sent of his soul to me. 
And I in the light and the air went free. 

Tears, they said, were for mortals. 
Sorrow the common fate. 
Pain was a kind instructor. 
Only the strong were great. 

But the moon rose out of the sombre sea 
And her silver track was a song to me. 
The wind of the midnight cried aloud. 
And again I slipped from the canting 
crowd. 
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Love, they said, was a contract, 
Honour defined by law, 
Genius was honest labour. 
Pleasure— a thing of straw. 

But Spring swept over the sullen land 

And brought of the stuff I could under- 
stand, 

The thin, green grass crept up from its 
tomb. 

The fruit-trees burst into starry bloom. 

Age, they said, was the victor. 
Death was the certain end. 
Only to these, triumphant, 
Man and his labours tend. 

But snow fell soft on the hemlock trees, 
The lake was glass in the whirling breeze. 
The wiM, white rapture of cold was bom. 
1 forgot the world and its plaint forlorn. 
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NIGHT, AND THE CURTAINS 
DRAWN 

jVTIGHT, and the curtains drawn. 

The household still. 
Fate, with appointed strength 
Has worked its will. 

Close to the dying blaze 

We sit alone; 
Nought but the old days lost, 

All else— our own. 

Far in the comers dim 

The shadows start ; 
Near to your strength 1 cling. 

And near your heart. 

Dearest— the whole world ends, 

Ends well — in this, 
Night, and the firelit dark. 

Your touch, your kiss. 



MORTALITY 

/^NE word— the finished line; 
^^ One sound — a perfect chord ; 
One touch— the tints combine. 

Alas ! a futile quest, 

The work imperfect still, 
The end ill-gotten rest. 

Oh Art, forever veiled 1 

Oh Truth, forever dim 1 
And feeble hand that failed. 
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THE MIRROR 

I LOOKED in my eyes 

And there saw hovering 
The frightened ghost of childhood. 
*' Woman, Stranger," it whispered: 
"Remember me among the dandelion 

blooms. 
So eager, soft and dutiful. 
So full of dreams — 
What of you, sweet, tall one ? " 
I was silent 
I could not speak to the little innocent 

ghost. 
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OLD AGE 

T HAVE finished the rose-days of love, 

And the white days of youth. 
I have come, by the road of Desire, 
To the grey land of Truth. 

And the laughter and anguish are one 

In the shadow of sleep, 
And 1 murmur of love — ** Did I blush ?"' 

And of pain—'* Did 1 weep ? " 
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A LOVE STORY 

TN the heart of the summer when the 

sun was shining free, 
Came my life to its fullness, came my 
little love to me. 

In her eyes was the meaning, was the 

depth of ocean blue. 
And her smile was the morning, and the 

sunshine, and the dew. 

In the woods was our wooing; through 

the leaves the golden light 
Fell in flecks on her forehead, on her 

throat, her tresses bright. 
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And her kiss, in its freshness, had the 

healing of the breeze. 
And her laugh, to my listening, was the 

ripple in the trees. 



Then a year, and the winter, and the 

touch of wedded hands — 
Oh the wonder that a wood-nymph such 

a changing understands ! 

In the world of a city, in the running of 

a race, 
Can a sprite of the forest feel the passion 

for aplace? 

'Mid the lights and the glitter and the 

gayly mounted show, 
Can a Soul find the secret, find the safest 

path to go ? 



Ah, the lure of the pavements and the 

shops, the flaring lights, 
And the wine, and the music, and the 

whirling, flashing nights. 

When the faith of the strongest in the 

hurried race goes down. 
Is it strange that a woman feels the fever 

of the Town ? 



Now her laugh has an echo of the fall of 

tinkling gold. 
In her smile is the sadness of a world 

that's bought and sold. 

And the gleam of the crystal is no colder 

than her eyes. 
Oh far-away forest— where my tender 

love dream lies! 
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CONFESSION 

ly yi Y joys I seek by lonely seas, 

My friends among the ferns ; 
The winds absorb my coquetries* 
The rose my love returns, 

I find a sweet society 

In string&d instruments ; 
Humanity I needs descry 

When harmony contents. 

The scents of flower and fruit and spice 

Are keen, delicious sins ; 
Remorse pursues my innocence 

When heliotrope begins. 
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A PRAYER FOR KINDNESS 

/■^AN 1 expect an unknown God 
^■^^ Upon an unknown throne, 
Who hears the prayers of mighty worlds 

Flash upward toward his own, — 
Can I expect Omnipotence 

To hear a childish plea ? 
And launch my poor petitioning 

Within immensity ? 

Yet sometime when my own world sleeps 

And other worlds are far, 
Perhaps TU breathe to deepest night— 

To yonder farthest star— 
"Oh, God, to whom the ears are deaf. 

To whom the eyes are blind, 
This life is pain and mystery — 

Oh, make and keep me kind I/' 
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THE COMING OF SPRING 

T HEEDED not the bursting of the buds. 

Nor yet returning swallows on the 

wing, 

Nor yet the longer afternoons— but then 

Cecilia passed; and then I knew 'twas 

Spring. 
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THE FORBIDDEN GARDEN 

A X 7ITHIN the room for little girls 

Long time the little girl abode. 
And there were many pretty toys 
And shining chains, and rings and 

sweets, 
And picture-books and puzzling games, 
And blue-eyed dolls to dress and tend ; 
There played the other little girls. 
The room was full of soft delights. 

The little girl was not content 
Within the warm and sheltered room. 
She dreamed of gardens all the day. 
In dreams at night she saw them still: 
The wide, far-reaching garden walks 
Where never little girl had trod ; 
The velvet grass, the rosy flowers. 
The garden's fragrant secrecy. 
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One day the door was open wide, 
The little girl went out alone- 
How long she wandered no one knew. 
The other little girls played on. 
At last there came an afternoon 
When, looking up, amidst their games, 
They saw a child appear, and knew 
Their little playmate had come home. 

And now, once more, the little girl 
Seems quite content with dolls and 

sweets. 
But ah 1 her secret thoughts by day, 
Her evil, haunting dreams by night I 
For still she sees the garden walks, 
Where never little girl should tread. 
The sliding snakes, the flaunting flowers, 
The garden's awful secrecy. 
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MARCH 

T^HROUGH writhing winter boughs 

A blueness gleams» 
The yellow morning sun 

On roof-top dreams. 
A rapture, hinting Spring, 

The cold air thrills, 
That secret vow of March 

Which May fulfills. 



BARBARA 

WOU, for an hour, have been dear, 

And I till the end shall be dearest, 
Come mistress or wife to divide your life, 
'Tis I will have crept the nearest. 

'* Farewell I " you may cry, as you go. 
You are keen for the world's great 
track, 
The shout of the crowd, and the love 
that's allowed ; 
But your thoughts shall turn back, turn 
back. 

And the hour which you swear to forget. 
And the love which was idle breath. 

Shall return in their wrath, and arise in 
your path. 
And follow you on, to Death. 
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THE MARKET-PLACE 

/^H see the market-place. 

The buyers stand 

On ev'ry hand 
With faces worn and wan. 

Or pinched with greed. 

Or pale with ecstasy 
Before some fancied prize. 
Here one buys power with truth. 

And here, again, 
A spendthrift lays out all for love, 

To find, next day, 

His treasure but a flimsy toy 

Which breaks within the clasp 

Of eager hands. 
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Oh, see the market-place 1 

Oh, hear the din 

Of voices bidding for the tawdry wares! 

A rising dust 
The buyers chokes and blinds. 

They closer press, 
And fight for places in the fore. 
For one has Genius, and he fain would 

buy 
Fame, to delight him with its tinkling 
bells. 

He does not see 

Far overhead 
The blue, unfathomable space. 

Here and there 
One goes his way from out the market- 
place 
Who peace has bought with pain, 
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Upon his face 

A joy ineffable. 
Twas dearly paid, but yet 

Twas worth the cost. 

Regret is lost 
In glad possession, and he passes on. 

This dancing group 
With wine-flushed cheeks and laughing 

eyes, 
Have paid out all for joy. 
They have done well, it seems ; 

But ah, behind, 
Lie cold, forgotten places they shall see 
again I 

And here a wanderer who is rich indeed. 

Who holds great store of wealth 

With which to buy 

Whatever heart may will; 

as 
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And yet he searches ever wearily 

For some unheard-of prize, 

A thing he dreamed of, but has since 

forgot, 

Which left the echo of a memory. 

He looks at all for sale, and some are fair. 
But not for him. 

His wealth he holds but lightly* 

He would give 

So willingly to find 

The nameless prize. 

Now night comes on. 
Still brisk the trade. 
Newcomers fill the place of those who 
leave. 

Then, from the centre of the swaying 
throng, 
'A cry rings loud: 
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''Not here, alas! not here.'* 

There follows silence; soon the crowd 

divides, 

A weary figure passes slow fi'om sight, 

To go— ah, where ? 

Still searching* searching for his soul's 
desire. 
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THE FAR-OFF LAND 
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HEN silver waters touched the 
shore, 

And mist enwrapped the plain. 

When all the sultry land was grey, 

I sighed, and thought of Spain. 

But when against my window pane 
The rain of midnight swept, 

When lonely on my bed 1 lay, 
I thought of Spain, and wept 
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THE DEAR FIRST DAYS 

A H God I— the days before love 
^^ awoke — 

The dear first days ! 
Ere love its name to the silence spoke ; — 

We go our ways. 

I fear the night and I fear the mom, — 

Oh, dear first days 1 
What evil hours from the good were 
bom; — 

We go our ways. 

The fight is now to forget, forget, 

The dear first days. 
Your eyes, your voice, they are torture 
yet;- 

We go our ways. 



Oh, sweet and sweet beyond words or 
song, 

The dear first days! 
Now dumb and patient, submissively, 

We go our ways. 
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CONQUERED 

r\EATH made of him a graven stone, 

I wept his end. 
Death froze my tears with awful fear: 

**Is rAa/ my friend?" 

I brought camellias to his tomb ; 

Death struck them down ; 
Their leaves decayed, their petals turned 

To withered brown. 

I brought my throbbing love to fill 

That marble bed ; 
" Oh, love which cannot die ! " I cried, 

** Enfold the dead!" 

But Death overmastered even love. 

Devoured it fast, 
The silent, silent dead was left 

Alone, at last 
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WOUNDED LOVE 

T 1 OW far love soared within the upper 

" blue! 

What songs the morning knew ! 

Now, wounded, weak, slow falling from 

the sky, 
Within your hand to die. 
No more the song of sunset cloud he 

sings ! 
Poor love— with broken wings I 
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THERE IS CRIME IN THE WORLD 

1 X 7HEN Summer, with her burning 
kisses, burst 

The rip'ning com, 
Amid the steaming heat of August noons 

A thought was bom. 

It waxed amid the Autumn's frosty 
nights, 

Nor knew its power; 
It drew its force from some predestined 
end, 

Some fateful hour. 

Resistless, 'mid the Winter's frozen days 

The thought strode on, 
36 



Its strength was like unto the icy winds. 
Its fears were gone. 

When plaintive Spring began uncertain 
reign 

In April time, 
The thought was master of the scarlet 
days 

Unveiled,---a Crime. 
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SCHOOL DAYS 

/^H, Life, I am tired of my lesson ! 

^^^ This lesson of love that's done. 
I've recited my part. 
With an ache at my heart. 

May I play— for a while — ^in the sun ? 

Oh, Death, I am tired of my lesson I 

The lesson of joys that pass. 
I have covered the slate. 
It is dark and grows late, 

May I rest— for a while— in the grass ? 
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THE END 

1 1 f ITHIN the border-land of pain, 

And near the verge where day 
dreams end, 
How fare you now — oh, friend ? 

How looks the earth when o'er the green 
And gray, the changeful shade, and 
light, 

» 

There falls the gloom of night P 

Come dreams of love long lost, come 

tears P 

Or doth a silence wrap the heart 

Till thought can find no part P 
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As storm sheets blur the outline of the 
hill$— 
As drifts the fog from off the outer bay, 
So fadeth life away. 

Now love, so deep it finds no farewell 
word, 
Is slowly lost in dim, forgetful peace, 
And pain and struggle cease. 

Ah, blessedness of death— to so depart t 
To feel the fever quenched by unseen 

hands. 
And pass to other lands. 



AFTER NIGHTFALL 

TPHE sunset sky, with whirl of light 

and flame, 
Sang Passion's fleeting hour; came night 

at length, 
And, black against a cold and moonlit 

sky, 
The lonely mountains told their tale of 

Strength. 
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THE CLOSED ACCOUNT 

/'^ OD, I deliver up the arms 

You furnished me at the start, 
The arms to conquer a mighty world ; 
Here is the cowardly heart. 

Here is the feeble, woman-mind. 
And the body, frail and small 

Here are the senses, subtly keen ;— 
I render account of all. 

Here is the pride which bade me fight. 
And the charm which wrought me woe. 

Now the account is ended, God, — 
Into my grave I go. 
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AN AWAKENING 

TXr HISTLING and haste and laughter, 
^ ^ Dawn in the rattling street. 

Birds on the wires a-twitter. 

Cries, and the tramp of feet. 

Visions of night, half ended. 

Peace in the heavy eyes ; 
Wake ! for the east grows golden ! 

Think— for the darkness dies. 

Night has a mind for pity. 

Day but the fierce decree: 
** Up I for thy rest is over. 

Sentence of life for thee I " 
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THE NAME 

N TOW it is night— and dark; 

All things are sleeping. 
Now I can go stealthily down, down, 
To the secret chamber of my heart. 
It is but seldom I dare ; 
But to-night no one is watching. 
I know what I shall find — 
Yet I shake and tremble ! 
Yes, here is the locked door. 
I enter, fearfully. 
One name is written here. 
That is all— no pain ; 
It is all too old, buried too deep, 
Yet I crouch here, lonely. 
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JUSTICE 

T^HE love in the look of the sinner, 
The stain in the heart of the pure. 
The laugh on the lips of affliction, 

The kiss where the curses endure ; 
The tears in the eyes of the traitor. 

The pride in the prayer of God's own, 
All souls, in their strange disguises. 

To him who will search may be known. 

And the cry of the heart is for justice, 
Not pity, with charity's hand ; 

Nor love, with its stumbling and blind- 
ness. 
At side of a brother can stand ; 

But truth, which dispraises the error. 
Not forgetting the good that holds fast. 

Truth — ^in its strength eternal- 
Is Brother to Brother at last. 

45 



AFTER THE CHANGE 

T^HE richest joy of all her life had 
missed, 
The deepest griefs had ever passed 
her by, 
Her feeble search for good found little 
gain, 
The hands, which wrought no evil, 
quiet Ue. 

Exceeding beauty never crowned her 
here. 
Not love, but only dreams, within her 
eyes. 
How great seems now the worth of all 
you lost ? 
Poor Heart, so childish once, but now 

so wise ! 
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Not tender, quite, in all her brief, gray 
life, 
And yet with passing moods, some- 
times, so sweet. 
Oh, Friend I from whom the best was 
e'er withheld, 
Gmie death upon thy soul, at last, 
complete ? 
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THE POETS 

TTHE tired old singers, 

With their wondrous arts, 
Sing only grief and pain, 
Remorse and passion slain, 

From their sad old hearts. 

Oh, skillful singers ! 

With your heaven-born arts. 
Sing youth, sing golden youth, 
Sing godliness and truth. 

To our breaking hearts 1 
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THWARTED 

T^HE rain talks with the wind 
Outside in the dark ; 
Be silent — and hark ! 
We may hear secrets ! 

The babbling, careless rain 

Will surely let mil 

Some hint of it all, 
Of the night's meaning I 

The rain tells of it all; 

The awful delights 

Of untrodden nights, 

'Mid the black tree-hearts. 
♦ ♦ ♦ 

Alas ! I could have learned— 
Except for my friends ; 
Their talk never ends 

By the warm fireside. 
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PREVISION 

f OVE comes, a fragrant wind, o'er 

fields of flowers ; 
Love blows upon my heart, a restless 

wind, 
And sudden pain is born for distant 

hours. 

Whence comest thou, resistless wind of 
Fate? 
And whither reach thy soundless, sil- 
ver waves ? 

Oh love, oh wind, oh mystery I— I wait 
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THE DAYS 

A LONG procession 
Crossed my way, 
Silent and sombre. 
Clothed in gray. 

In vain I listened 
For shout or song. 

Barren of glory 
It passed along. 

Hundreds and thousands. 

Ever the same. 

Wearily, wearily, 

Still they came. 
* m m 4 

I stopped the procession 

With joy and pride. 

A mad world called it 

My suicide. 
5« 
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UNSPOKEN 

QPEAKI eyes of the dark, 
Eyes of the lonely sea, 
Eyes that have wooed for a tyrant's 
mood; 
What is your word for me ? 

Hush ! eyes of the past. 

Eyes of the distant land. 
Eyes that were bold ere the world grew 
old. 

Hush ! for I understand. 
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THE PATH REFOUND 

A GAIN, dear God, the solitary path 
^^ I knew of old I — no* laughter and 

no words ; 
The breath of hidden flowers — so long 

forgot. 
And once again the secret song of birds. 
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THE ARRIVAL 

TN silence, awe and suspense, 

Drawn close in circle-wise, 
We wait the illustrious guest, 
Hands clenched and lowered eyes. 

A sickly scent in the room, 

Sharp breath, and the chill of fear I 
Qyick I knot of crape on the door. 

Blinds down — ^for our guest is here. 
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FLAME 

" ^^H Fire, reveal to my soul 

What the dead divine 
When a new sense springs 
From decay of Things, 

And the worlds combine ! ' 



She reaches out to the fire» 
But it braves her daring, 
For the live log parts 
As the blue Flame darts. 

And she sinks, despairing. 

Denied to knowledge of flesh. 
To the soul alluring. 
The Destroyer dies. 
And the dreamer lies 

In the cold enduring. 
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THE LAKE 

A PLACE, as a dream, remembered, 
^^ A thought, as a dream, forgot, 
A darkness where gray light trembled, 
A murmur where sound was not. 

Unseen, but divined in dimness, 
A waste of waters unknown I 

The rushing of winds around us. 
And mist on our faces blown. 

The midnight guarded a secret 
As sad as the sobbing wave ; 

Through the dark we came and claimed it. 
And again to the dark we gave. 
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QUESTIONINGS 

QOUL, art thou fit for pain — 

The agony of pain ? 
An hour will come when flesh must fail — 
Canst thou, in solitude, prevail ? 

Soul, hast thou yet the power 

To hold thy high renown ? 

When words would seem thy hurt to 

cure, 
Canst thou, in silence, still endure ? 

Oh Soul, thy dreams are past, 
Thy day of peace is done ; 
Awake ! for now approaches night. 
And thou, alone, must fall or fight! 
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